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King WhatjCridoiir .• 

kAmh. farcwel, & for my h art difdaine'd that my tongue 

Should fopropbaneth? word that taught me craft, ° .. 
To equaterfaiteopprefsionof fuch griefe. 

That wordseteemdsLuricd intaydowowesgrauc: 
t Marry would the word Far,ewel hauelengthned hovverj, - 
And added ycajes to his ihort banifbmenr. 

He Jhould haue hadtivolumeoffarevvijs; 

But fincc it would notjhe had none of me* 

King. He is our Cooferis Coofiu, but tisdoubt, ? 

When time (hall call hiindtomefrom bamftiment, 
Whetherc.ur kinfman cometo feehisfriends, 

Oqr felfeand Bufhie, . , . 

Obferued his pourtfhip to the common people, 

How he did feeme to diue into their, harts, 

With humble and/annliar,couitefie» 

What reuerence he did throwaway on flaucj. 

Wooing poore craftfmen with the craft of {mile* 

And patient voder -bearing of his fortune* 

As t were to barifh their affcfls with him, 

Off goes bis'-bonnettoan oyfterw«neh» ■ ■ r > T 

A braceofdraiiflenbid.Gotl fpeedhim wel, ■ 

And had the tribute of his (upple knee, 

Wirlrthimkes mycountreymen my louingfricndes. 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And hfeoul’JfubjWfsBexccli^feeinhopti • 

Greene. Wel,he%!gtme,’atWlwixhhim go thefe thoughts* 
Now for the rebels which ftatrd out in Ireland, 

Expedient manna^e muftbe made mry liegcv i 
Ere fuithfcr leyfure yeeld them further rpcanes. 

For theiradunntage-and y our h igh n es i o fle . 

King. V Vowill our idfe mperfemto this warre. 

And iorour coffers With teo greata Scourtp 
And libei all larges are growenforoewhat light, 

We are infer ft to farm our royal) Realme, 

The reuene w vvhereof fhal'l’ffjrniffi vs, 

For our affaires >nbaiid r iffchac com- fltorr^ 
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King Richard the fecom. 

Our fubftitutesat home fhatl haueblanke charters,. 
Whereto, when they dial know what men are rich* 
They fhai fubferibe them for large fumtnes of gold, 
And fendthem after to fupply our wants. 

For wc will make for Ireland prefently. 

E nter Bu[bie "With nerves. 

Bufh. Olde Iohn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke my Lord 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port hafte. 

To intreateyour Maieftie to vifite him. 

King Where lies he? 

Bufb. AtElyhoufe. 

King Nowputit (God)inthePhyfitions mind. 

To he Ip him to his grauc immediatly : 

The lining of his coffers fhall nuke coateS 
To decke ourfouldiers forthefe Irifh warres. 

Come gentlemen,lcts all goviflte him, 

Pray God we may make hafte and come too late, 
Amen Exeunt. 
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Enter John o f Gaunt fickewith the duke ofYorke&e. 
Gaunt. Wil the King come that I may breathe my laft? 
In holfome counfojl tphis vnftaied youth. 

Torke Vex net yourfelfemor ftriue not with your breath, 
For all in vaine comes counfcll to his care. 

Gaunt. Oh but they fay,tbe tongues of dying men. 

Inforce attention hke dee pe harmony: 

Where words are fcarce they are fcldomc fpent in vaine. 

For they brcathe.truth that breathe their wordesio paines 
He that nomoremuft fay, is liftenedmore 
fhan they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe, 
More are mens ends cnarktthan their liues before: 

The fettingSunne,andMufike at theclofe, 

Asthe Idftrafteoffweetes is fweeteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long pad, 

Though Richard my hues counfell would not heare, 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndcafe his eat c. 

Tqxhc No, itis ftopt with other flattering fbundcs, 
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